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Unintended 


Author's Notes: 
Won\'t say it couldn\t be true. ;) 


| can't help myself, as | see him walk back to me after having taken a quick bath in the ocean. His long lean 
legs, his muscular arms, his flat stomach, his hard nipples and the wet strands of long, chestnut-brown hair 
sticking to his face, neck and shoulders. But that's not the worst part, my eyes can't help but trail downwards, 
first taking in his soft, round ass before he turns around and my eyes widen. 


He settles down in the sunchair beside me, wiping at his face with his towel before wrapping it around his 
damp hair. | thank the Lord for the fact that l'm wearing sunglasses, as he spreads his legs widely apart and | 
gulp, and swallow hard. 


| take in his crotch, the soft curve of his balls and the way his cock's poking slightly outwards towards the 
slick fabric. | feel my face fluster, realizing | want to touch it. | want to cup that crotch, feel it, squeeze it. 
He's another man, goddamn it! What the hell am | thinking..? 


"What're ya doin'..?" he says suddenly and | look up at his face, tilting my head to the side. His own dark, 


chocolate orbs are round as saucers and his mouth is hanging slightly open, looking startled. | realize | want to 


Its only then that my senses come back to me, and | look down, finding my big hand placed at his crotch, 
taking a gentle hold and the only thing | can seem to do is stare. | don't even remove my hand, my thinking 
leaving my head as | start stammering an apology, his face flushing bright red at the words leaving my mouth. 


".D-didn't mean to.. couldn't help but look.. it's not like | wanted to." | blabber on, a shitload of nonsense due to 
my own embarrassment, looking around as | finally remove my hand, sighing in relief that no one seems to be 

there to have seen us. | shut my eyes, turning away as my mouth goes dry. Shit, he's gonna think l'm a freak, 
he's gonna call me a faggot, quit the band. 


Suddenly his hand is on my wrist though, guiding my own palm back to where Id initially placed it, pressing it 
against the shaft of his cock. | can feel it twitch lightly and | quickly snap my eyes open as he removes my 
sunglasses with his free hand, turning back to look ar him, his fingers running down my cheek while he pushes 


his hips lightly upwards. 
"| never said | didn't want it." he murmurs before capturing my lips beneath his own, tounge darting inside my 
mouth before his hand drops down to my crotch, squeezing roughly. | moan into the kiss, bucking my hips into 
his touch. "But not here." 


| nod shyly in agreement, sucking my bottom lip as we draw away and removing my hand from his crotch to 


keep it to myself, tucking some of my wild, thick wavy hair behind my ear. He smiles at me, pecking my nose. 


"Not now, but later," he says winking his eye with a sly grin 


